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Continued from Page 6

Bluff" --girl --would dare to Invade the-ol- d

home town with a French maid.
He noted, as further evidence of the
correctness of his assumption, that
the youthful baggage-smashe- r at the
station failed to recognize her and
was evidently dazzled when, followed
by- - the maid, , struggling with two
suit-case- s, she approached, him and in
pure though alien English Inquired
the location of-t- he best hotel and the
hour" and point of departure of the
automobile stage for --San Hedrin.

--The youth had answered "her first
question and, was about to answer the
second when George Sea Otter, In all
his barbaric splendor, came pussy-
footing arouild the, corner of the sta-
tion In old man Cardigan's regal
touring:car.

The Highest Living Authority, fol-

lowing" the gaze' of the baggage-"smashe- r,

turped .and beheld George
Sea Otter. Beyond a doubt he was of
the West- - westward. She noted the
rifle-stoc- k projecting from the scab-
bard, and a vision of "a stage hold-u- p

'
flashed acrqss her mind. Ah, yes, of
course the express messenger's weap-
on, no doubt! And further, to- - clinch
her Instant assumption that here was
the Sequoia motor-stag- e, there was
the pennant adorning the wlnd-!ilel- d !

Dismissing the baggage-smash- er witlul
a gracious smile, the Highest Living-Authorit- y

npproached George Sea
Otter, noting, the while, further evi-

dence that this car was a public con-
veyance, for the young man who had
been her fellow-passeng- er .was head-
ing toward the automobile also. She
heard him say:

"Hello, George, you radiant red--rasca- l

1 I'm mighty glad to see you,
boy. Shake l"

They shook, George Sea Otter's
dark eyes and white teeth flashing
pleasurably. JBryce tossed his bag in
to the tdnneau; the half-bree- d opened
the front door; and the young master
had his foot on the running-boar- d and
was about to enter" the car when a
soft voice spoke at his elbow:

"Driver, this Is ' the stage for
Sequoia, is It not?"

George Sea Otter could scarcely
credit his auditory nerves. "This

"This Is the Stage for Sequoia, Is
It Not?"

car?" he demanded bluntly, "this the
Sequoia stage I Take a look, lady.
This here's a .Napier Imported auto-
mobile It's a private car and be
longs to my boss here." "

Bryce turned and lifted his"' hat.
"Quite naturally, you thought it was

the Sequoia stage." He turned a
smoldering glance upon George Sea
Otter. "George," he declared omi
nously, but with a sly wink that drew
the sting from his words, "if you're
anxious to hold down your job, the
next time a lady speaks to you and
asks you a simple question, you an-

swer yes or nS and refrain from, sar-
castic remarks.. Don't let yourx en-

thusiasm for this car run away with
you.'-- ' He faced the girl again. "Was
It your intention to go to Sequoia on
the next trip of the stage?"

She nodded v

"That means you. will have-t- wait
here three- - das until, the stage re
turns irom sequoia,:' uryce repuea.

A shade of. .annoyance passed.'over
the- - classic features of the" Highest
Living Authority. "Oh,., dear."? 'she

complained, how fearfully awkward 1

Now I shall have to take the next
train to San Francisco "and book pas-

sage on rhc steamer to Sequoja and
Marcelle is such a poor-sail-or. Oh,
dear!" - , ' - .

Bryce had an Inspiration and hasten-
ed to reveal It.

"We are about to start for Sequoia
now, although the lateness of our start
will compel Us to putiup tonight at
the rest-hous- e on the south f6rk of
Trinity river and continue the journey
In the morning. - However, this rest-hou- se

Is eminently respectable and
the food and accommodations are ex
traordinarily good for mountains ; so, J
If an Invitation to occupy the. tonneau
'of my car will not be construed as
an Impertinence, romlngias it does
from a total stranger, tou are at
liberty to Tegard "this car as to all
intents. and purposes the public con-veyan- ce

which so scandaloaely
wait for yoa .this aoraiair,".

She. looked at"hiia searchlngly for
a Tbrief InStant; then frith a peculiarly
winning smile aada graceful iacUaa-tto- a

of ber bead she tbaaked Urn
ani accepted, hie hospitality --thus;

"Why, certainly not! You are very
kind, jind I shall be. eternally grate-

ful."
"Thank you for that vote of confi-

dence. It makes me feel that I have
your permission to Introduce myself.
My name- - Is Bryce Cardigan, and , I
Ilvejn Sequoia wlieh I'm at home."

"Of Cardigan's redwoods?" she
questioned. He nodded, 'jl've heard
of you, I think," she continued. "I
am Shirley Sumner."

"You do not live In. Sequoia."
"No, but I'm going to hereafter. I

was there about ten years ago."
He grinned and thrust out a great

hand which she surveyed gravely, for
a minute before inserting hers lb it.
"I wonder," he said, "if It is to be my
duty to give you a ride every time you
come to Sequoia? The last" time, you

--were there you wheedled me Intqj;iv-in-g

you a ride on my pony, an animal
known as Midget. Do you, by any
chance, recall that Incident?"

She looked at him wonderingly.
"Why why, you're the boy with the
beautiful auburn hair," she declared.
He lifted hTs hat and revealed his
thick thatch In all Its glory. "I'm not
so sensitive about it now," he explain-

ed. "When we first met, reference to
my hair was apt to rile me.-?- ' He
shook her little hand with cordial
good-natur- e. "George, suppose you
pile Miss-Sumne- r's

hand-baggag-e in
the tonneau and then pile In there
yourself and keep Marcelle company.
I'll drive; and you can sit up in front
with me, Miss .Sumner, snug behind
the wind-shiel- d where you'll not be
blown about" ,

He went through his gears", and the
car glided away on its journey. "By
the way," he said suddenly as he
turned west toward the distant blue
mountains of Trinity county, "how did
you happen to connect me with Cardi-
gan's redwoods?"

"I've heard my uncle, Colonel Seth
Pennington, speak of them."

"Colonel Seth Pennington means
nothing In my young life. I never
heard of him before; so I dare say
he'sa newcomer in our county.- - I've
been away six years," he added in ex-

planation.
"We're from Michigan. Uncle was

formerly In the lumber business there,
but he's, logged out now."

"I see. So he came west, I sup-

pose, and bought a lot of redwood
lumber cheap from some old croaker
who never could see any future to the
redwood lumber Industry. Personally,
I don't think he could have made a
better investment L hope I shall
have the pleasure of making his ac-

quaintance when I deliver you to him.
Perhaps you may be a neighbor of
mine. Hope so.'

At this juncture George Sea Otter,
who had been an interested listener
to the conversation, essayed a grunt
from the rear .seat Instantly, to
Shirley Sumner's vast surprise, her
host grunted also ; whereupon George
Sea Otter broke into a series of
grunts and guttural exclamations
which evidently appeared quite in-

telligible to her host, for he slowed
down to five miles an hour and cocked
one ear to .the rear; apparently he
was profoundly interested in whatever
information his henchman had to Im-

part. When George Sea Otter finished
his harangue, Bryce nodded and once
more gave his attention' to tossing the
miles behind him.

"What language was that?" Shirley
Sumner Inquired, consumed with
curiosity.

"Digger Indian," he replied.
i'George'sjmother was my nurse, and
he and I grew up together. So I
can't veryAvell help speaking the lan-
guage of the tribe."

They chattered volubly on- - many
subjects for the first twenty miles;
then the road narrowed 'and com-

menced to climb steadily, and there-
after "Bryce gave all of hlS"gttention
to the car, for a deviation of a foot
from the wheel-ru- t on the outside of
the road would have sent them hur-- J

tling over , the grade Into the deep-timber-

canyons below. By reason of
the fact that Bryce's gaze never
wavered from the road Immediately
In front of the car, Tshe had a chance
to appraise him critically while pre-
tending to look past him to the
tumbled, snow-covere- d .ranges to their
rlgfit

- She saw-- a big, supple,-1'- - powerful-ma- n

of twenty-fiv- e or sir, with the
bearing and general demeanor ,ofvone
many years his elder. His noe was
high, of mediunr-thlcknes-s. and Just a
trifle long the nose of n thinker.
His ears were large, with full lobes--
the ears of a generous' man. The
mouthy full-lippe- d but firm, the T?eavy
jaw-an- d square chin, the g"reat hands
(most amazingly --free, from freckles)
denoted the man who would not avoid
a fight worth while.

Upon their arrival at the rest-hous- e,

Bryce during dinner was very atten-
tive arid mildly amusing, although
Shirley's keen wits assured her that
this was merely a clever pose and
sustained Tvith difficulty. . She was
confirmed in this assumption- - when,
after-dinner- , she complained of being-wear-

and bade Aim good-nigh- t. She
'had scarcely left him when he .called r

"George!" ; '
The half-bree- d slid out of the dark-

ness and sa"t down beside hlnv A
moment ,later, through the open
window of, her 'room just above the
pprch where Bryce arid George Sea
Otter sat, Shirley heard "the --former

"

sayr- - -

"George, .when, did you first" notice
"that -- nay father's sight was beginning
to fail?"

"About two years ago, Bryce. He-bef&- n

to walk-- with his hands held
out in -- front of him, and, sometimes
be lifted Ms feet too high."

'Gaahe see at all now. George?"

"Oh. yes. a little "bit enough to
make his way to the office and back."

"Poor old governor! George, TintH

you told me this afternoon. .1 hadn't
heard a word about it. If I had, I

never would have taken that two-ye- ar

Jaunt around the world. And you say
this man Colonel Pennington and my
father have been having trouble.

"Yes " Here George Sea (Otter
gracefully unburdened himself of a
fervent curse directed at Shirley's
avuncular relative; whereupon that
young lady promptly left the window
and heard no more.

They were on the road again by
eight o'clock next morning, and just
as. .Cardigan's mill was blowing the
six o'clock whistle, Bryce stopped thp
car at, the head of the- - street leading
down to the water-fro- nt "I'll let you
drive now. George," he informed the
silent Sea Otter. He turned to- - Shir
ley Sumner. "I'm going to leave you
now." he said." "Thank you for rid
ing over from Red Bluff with me. My

father never leaves the office, until the
whistle blows, .and so I'm going to
fcurry down to that little building you
see at the end of , the street and sur-

prise him."
He stepped out on the runn wig-boar- d,

stood titere a moment, and ex-

tended his hand. Shirley had com-

menced a due and formal expression
of her gratitude for having been de-

livered safely in Sequoia, when George
Sea Otter spoke:

"Here comes John Cardigan," he
said.

"Drive Miss Sumner around to Colo-

nel Pennington's house," Bryce order-
ed, and even while he held Shirley's
hand, he turned to catch the first
glimpse of his father. Shirley follow-
ed his glance and saw a tall, power-
fully built old man coming down the
street with his hands thrust a little
in front of him, as if for protection
from some invisible assailant

"Oh, my poor old father!" she
heard Bryce Cardigan murmur. "My
dear old pal! And I've let-hl- m grope
In the dark for two years!"
''He released her hand and leaped

0

"Dad!" He Called.

from the car. v iJDad !" he called. "It
Is I Bryce, I've come home ,to you
at last"

The slightly bent" figure of John
Cardigan straightened with a jerk ; he
held out his" arms, trembling with
eagerness, and as the car continued
on to the Pennington house Shirley
looked back and saw Bryce folded in
his father's embrace. She did not
however, hear the heart-cr- y with
which "the beaten old man welcomed
his boy. ,

"Sonny, sonny oh, I'm sq glad
you'.re back. I've missed you. Bryce,
Pm whipped Tve lost your heritage.
Ohf son! Pm old I can't fight any
more. .I'm blind I can't see my ene-jnie- s.

.I've lost your redwood trees
even your mother's Valley of the
Giants." ,

And he commenced to weep for. the
third time in fifty years'. And when
the aged, and helpless weep, nothing
is m,ore. terrible- - Bryce Cardigan said
no word, but held his father close
to his greaT heart and laid his cheek
gently against the old man's tenderly
as a woman might" And presently,
front, that silent communion of spirit,
each drew strength, and comfort As
the shadows fell In John ' Cardigan's
town, they vVent home to the house on'the hill. f 'j

Shirley Sumner's-- . eyes were moist
when George Sea Otter, In obedience
to ,the: instructions, of his youthful
master, set herr the French maid, --and
their hand-baggag-e down on the side-
walk in front of Colonel Seth Pen-

nington's house. The half-bree- d hesi-

tated a moment, undecided whether he"

would" carry the hand-baggag- e up to
the door or leave that task for a
Pennington retainer; then he noted
the tearstains on the cheeks of his
fair passenger. Instantly he took up
the hand-baggag- e, kicked --open the
iron gatej and preceded Shirley up the
cement walk to the dooiv

"Just wait a moment, if you please,
George," Shirley said as" he set the
baggage down and started back for
the car-- He turned and beheld her
extracting a fiye-doll- ar 1)111 from her
purse; "ITor you, George," -- she coh-tinne- d.

"Thank youso-much.- "

Jn all his life George Sea Otter had
never had such an experience he,
hapfUly,. having, been raised laa coun-
try, "where, witb the . exception of

waiters, only a pronounced" vagrarif- -

expects or accepts a gratuity from a
woman. He took.the bill and fingered
It curiously; then his, white blood as-
serted Itself and he handed tl.e bill"

back to Shirley.
"Thank you," he said respectfully.-"I- f

you were a man all right But
from a lady no. I am like my boss--I

work for you for nothing"
Shirley did not understand his re-

fusal, but her Instinctive tact warned
her not to Insist She returned the-- . ,

bill to her purse, tlianked him again,
and turned quickly to hide the slight lush

of annoyance. George Sea Otter
.noted it."

"LaGy," he said with. great dignity
"at first I did not want tc carry your
baggago. I dM not want to walk ors
this land." And with a sweeping ges-

ture he Indicated the Pcnr.tnrtor
grounds. "Then ydo cry a little be-

cause my boss Ts feeling bad aliouf his?

old man. So I like you bettor. The- -

old man well, he has been like father
to me and my mother" and 'we are
Indians. My brothers, too they wort
for him. So if you like my boss sndt
his old man, George Sea Otter voultf
go to hell for you pretty damn quick- -
You bet your life 1"

"You're a very good boy, George.""
she replied, with difficulty-- repressing;
a smile at his blunt but earnest
avowal. "I am glad the Cardigans
have such an honest, loyal servant"

George Sea Otter's dark face lighted"
with a quick smile. "Now youtay
me," he replied and returned to rfce
car.

The door opened, and a Swedish?
maid stood in the entrance reganilng; .

her stolidly "I'm Miss Sumner,"
Shirley told her. "This is my maid"
Marcelle. Help her in with the hand-baggag-e."

She stepped into the halK
and called: "Ooh-hoo- h! Nunfcy-dunk- l"

"Ship ahoy!" .An answering cul
came to her from the dining room
across the entrance-hal- l and an in-

stant later Colonel Seth Penn'ctonJ
stood in the doorway. "Bless my
whiskers! Is that you, my de --V tve
cried, and advanced to greet her,
"Whyhow did you get here, Shirley?
I thought you'd missed the stage."

She presented her cheek for hi kiss,
"So I did, Uncle, but a nice red-haired- "

young man named Bryce Cardigan
found me in distress at Red Blnffr
picked me up in his car, and brought
me here." She sniffed . adorably-"I'- m

so hungry," she declared, "andi
liere I am, just In time for dinner-I-s

my name In the pot?"
"It isn't Shirley, but it soon- - witt

beT How perfectly bully to have yots
with me again, my dear! And what
charming young lady you've grown,
to be since I saw you last! You're
why, you've been crying! By Jovev
I had no Idea you'd be so glad to see
me again."

She could not forego a sly little smile --

at his egoism. "You're looking per-

fectly splendid Uncle Seth," she par-

ried.
"And I'm feeling perfectly splendid!

By the way, who did you say pierced
you up In his car?"

"Bryce Cardigan. Do you know --

him?"
"No, we haven't met. Son of old

John Cardigan, I dare say. Tve heard
of him. He's been away from Sequolw
for quite a while, I believe;- - About
time he came home to take care oT
that stiff-necke- d old father of hisJ"
He stepped to the bell and pressed It,
and the butler answered. "Set a
place at dinner for- - Miss SWHey,
James," he ordered. "Thelma- - will
show you your rooms, Shirley.' T was--jus- t

about to sit down to dinner. Ill
wait for" you."

While Shirley was In the dining:
room Colonel Pennington's features:
wore an expression almost pontifical,
but when she had gone, the atmos-
phere of paternalism and affection
which he radiated faded instantly-Th- e

Colonel's face was In repose nov
cold, calculating, vaguely repellent":

He scowled slightly.
"Now, Isn't that the devil's luckf

he soliloquized. "Young Cardigan i

probably the only man In Sequoia
dashed awkward If they should be- -'

come Interested in each other at this.,
time. They say he's good-lookin- gj

certainly he. Is educated and has rtc-quir- ed

some worldly polish just the-kin-d

pf young fellow Shirley will findi
Interesting and welcome company In a"

town like this. Many things can .

happen in a year and it will lie a t

year before I can smash the Cardir ,
gans. -- Damn It."' . i- -t

. TO HE CONTINUED- -
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When Mrs. Katherene Sparks.-Carman-,

was buried at Lexington
her seven grown sods, acting as
pall bearers, bore her: body- - to
thegrav,

In.view of the long-standin- g"

animosity between the sheep ancU

cattle interests on the westerm
ranges, isn't it che most natural)
thing in the world that woolera

hose should scratch easterns
calves.

A fashion note aayr'thit the-;- ;

JO."

extremely decollette evening:
gown baa diaaappeared. Mayb

d under a book-an-d ey.
or. somthinr. - . .
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